Fuzz's Friday

Part 1: Getting ready for the day.

The little mare rolled over clutching her sheets close. She shivered, the night's dream fading away, her thoughts struggling to hang out the fading memory. It had been good, she had been with people she had never met but yet somehow knew like they had been part of her life since she was a foal. Whatever, if it was importuned it'd come back to her later. Her hind legs stretched out, slowly unfolding herself from the bedding. The sky box on her window showed it was already well past sunrise.“Ohhhh, right,” she mumbled to herself, finally freeing herself from the soft prison of comfort.

Darn, she thought folding her bed back up into its slot on the wall, turning her little bedroom from a place of sleeping to a lovely full sized walk in wardrobe. The mirror on the underside of her bed complemented the little dressing table that slid out as the bed folded up. She smiled into it, running her hoof through her messy morning mane. “Good morning sexy.” She winked to her reflection before looking down to rummage around in the lower dress drawers, pulling out a maintenance kit. With a little sigh she took the kit's handle in her mouth, and trotted out into her living room to set to work on her four cybernetic legs.

Her room was in the center of a large skyscraper apartment complex near the city center, to maximize space most rooms didn't have a real window, just a sky box that projected light levels from outside. One could adjust this of course, but Fuzz being the ever intrepid inventor had simply hung a large gray brown woolly blanket across it. That was a much easier way to change the light level, no fussing with the settings. A back leather sofa was pushed up under the covered sky box, its well worn cousins broken in with the perfect butt divot. Mounted half way down on the opposing wall was the pride and joy of living room, an antique flat screen TV. She had snagged it from the club she worked at when they had upgraded a few years back. Between it and the sofa were a set of clear glass like statues cubes, she had arranged them to from a coffee table of sorts. Each was filled with the shit out remains of a former friend. Tree, her captain, Wireless, her other world counterpart, Sky, her too cute little mare friend, and a few others. Under the TV was a retro gaming console. A sleek black rectangle with two wired controllers.

She drop the tool box on the sofa, the table already overloaded with neglected dishes and spare leg parts, before turned back to the kitchen. She opened the fridge... Ugg, nothing, just a bottle of half empty whipping cream. She had forgotten to go shopping again, a mare could not live on ponies alone. Pfff, she pulled a nutrient supplement bar from the back of her cupboard. At least the bulk box she had bought years ago still had a few left. She flipped it over. “Fortified with all a pony needs after a reformation.” Huh, well, if it said so. She peeled off the wrapper and shoved the whole bar into her mouth before returning to the sofa to start maintenance work on her legs.

She snuggled her bottom down, placing the kit beside her as she fished out a little multi tool. Carefully she began the slow process of checking over every joint, cleaning and lubricating them with a plant based oil that was flavored like her own fur. Costly, but worth it in her line of work.

It would have been nice if the grid could load a perfect image of herself rather then reforming how she was before she sustained any damage. What the grid considered damage was something a pony had to set for themselves. Some would reform if they so much as banged their leg. Not really practical. She had her setting to something that would cause death or major injury. She didn't need her energy bill to be any higher than it already was. The grid did have back ups, but backing up individual parts of the pony was a challenge, so backing up the whole was always seen as the best and safest bet. This meant if she wanted to be safe she'd need to back up every morning or she would lose any memories she had formed after the backup was made. No loading her mind into a fresh body. Not with the grid anyways. Which meant taking time every morning to check over her cybernetics. Guess this is how pegs feel having to do all that preening every morning. She thought as she poked and prodded first her left, then her let leg. “At least having fingers helps with this. Screw this if I had to use my mouth every time.

She rolled onto her back, nesting into the divot, her hind legs folding to her body as she worked her way over them. “Fuck,” she cursed, cybernetics were always so finicky. The grim that would get lodged in her finger joints made cleaning them a fucking pain. She crossed her legs moving to a sitting position as pulled out a bottle of maintenance cleanser. She tipped it over in an empty cup from on the table, watching the liquid chug from the bottle. A quick dip and she was flexing her finger before her face, looking over them. All clean and ready to go. She packed away the kit, setting the half full cup on the already overloaded table.

Oh.. what this? She flexed her fingers again. Something felt off, slow and sluggish. Graww damn it, she sighed, getting to her hooves and tenderly limping over to her closet workshop, not wanting to put any weight on her leg until she fixed the problem. In There was just enough room for a small wooden work table and swivel chair, the walls covered with blueprints for every part of her cybernetics

Butt on the chair, forelegs legs flopped over the table, safety goggles on, she took a light point calibrate in her lips, touching to her legs to power them down. If this was a client's doing she would be pissed, letting them control her legs remotely was fun, and really kinky, but... She popped one the casing to her right hoof, delicately working over the inner circuits. She rotated the driver in her lips, Ah, there's the problem, a bit of metal gunk shorting out one of the connections. Looks like a bit of waste the grid reformed in my leg by mistake. Such things could happen. Clothes, collars, or even other cybernetic parts scanned as being part of her legs and being reformed by mistake, guess the pony she had fisted last night after her second act had a been busy before she had added him to her body. She replaced the panel, setting the diver down. Goggles off, What's next.

“Humm.” Shower first, or meditation. Meditation I guess, it was a good way to help improve sexual sensitivity, plus the feeling of relaxation that went along with it was not half bad ether. She set the goggles on the table and flopped back on the her sofa, eyes closed mind slowly going blank. She snuggled her back into the groove that had been sunk by over her long years of ownership, feeling the sofa hug around her body. Meditation first, shower second, she didn't need to be cleaning the rug again. Doing this always left her hot and heavy, the first time had taken her a bit off guard, she had squirted near across the room. The brown shag rug couldn't take much more punishment. One of the reasons she had so few ponies over. That, and this was her home, her private place. The one place she could get away from everyone, just let go and be with herself.

Fuck... she was pulled from her relaxed state. Back up, she rolled to her hooves. She had forgotten to back up. With a audible sigh she trotted back to the bedroom, pulling the body scanner from the wall. She slowly ran the shower like head across her body, the blue light recording and digitizing every minute detail about her. This was her hard back up, not linked into any grid. It held a week pull over her, if she died off grid it would tug her mind back to it and reform her. Unless she was blocked form leaving her body.... that had happened once before when her bike had been stolen. She shivered, remembering how it was to lay out under the sky as her body blow away into dust. Kalmoor had had fun getting her bike back from the two who had stolen it. She's had to pay for his gun range time for a month, but totally worth it to see the two make the news as shit mounds on the cop shop front steps.

The little blue light flicked on. All that she was in this world was now held in the little black reinforced box on the top shelf of her dresser. She had another copy of herself she had given to Tree, but as time wore on and it became more and more out of date, it was more about the act then any functional use. She shook her head, imaging what would happen if some horrible thing took place and the whole grid was lost. She would wake up with Tree. Unaware of the last... she could not even remember how many years. She wondered if it that might have already happened. She had lived out her whole life only to die of old age and reform next to him as if they had just met. That might have already taken place. Tree was a strange one. It made her smile. There were ways one could know if she really wanted, but she liked the idea of getting to do everything with him again for the first time, so why find out.

She placed the head of the device back on the wall hook, popped into the kitchen to get a glass of water. “Haaw,” she changed it in a few gulps, placing the glass in the sink and trotting back to flop down the her couch once more. Alright, going to really start now. Her eye closed, newly cleaned figures poking from her hooves. She snuggled back, one hand moving her clit, the other to her firm teat. Right, now, hold back my orgasm. Her fingers slowly played. Her eyes seeing only darkness. It was a weird feeling to masturbate without porn being steamed before her eyes, still relaxing in a way, almost refreshing.

She deepened her breath, controlling her orgasms was something that came in handy. Her thoughts wandered off to one of her clients that paid well, but was in and out in under a minute. She had learned to mach speed with him, climaxing as he did. A fact that kept him coming back for more. He never wanted to eat her or be eaten which was nice, just a quick clean few bits she could slip in between more voracious appetites.

“Mmmm,” she sank deeper into her own mind, skillfully dodging the pictures Tree had left floating around. He loved to wave his thoughts with hers placing images like Easter eggs for her to bump into when she was least expecting it. Cocky fuck, she waved them aside, starting to imagine herself sorting all the images away into little packing boxes. The raw smell of his sex tingled her nose, smells always formed the strongest memories. She felt her nethers twitch. Not yet, she thought, She let herself sink deeper still, allowing the back void of her mind to swallow her whole. Her mind fell silent, only the thump of her heart, punctuated by her soft gasps, remained, as she started to feel herself fill with a deep lustful passion.

Buzzz Buzzz, the vibrations of her phone pulled her back to reality. She reached into the sofa cushions and pulled out an style old collar phone. She clipped in the ear bud and press the clunky pad on the collar's tag. “Hello, Fuzz speaking.” the ID was a number she didn't know. Damn it, she fumed internally, another interruption. She did her best to push her pleasure to the back burner, keeping it warm for after the intrusive caller had been taken care of.

“Ya, hi, I heard you're like a sex slash vore companion. I'm calling to set of a meeting.” The voice of the stallion on the other end felt confident, and maybe just a little cocky.

He sounded cute, she thought. Maybe I'll give him a shot. She felt a little more relaxed, being interrupted by a prospect client was much better then Kick, a stallion she new, hungrily asking for a booty call. She tapped the side of head, the sensor in her hoof toggling on the hud to display within her cybernetic eye. “Looks like I could meet you at noon today, you looking for something blind, or is this a commingling to see what clicks.”

“Aaaa, well, I know you pretty well from the club, so I think you'll be my type for sure. Just need to see if we get along together when you're not on the stage. Like I guess you said click.”

“So noon, Rub's Tummy work? It's the place at the corner of Main and Neon.” She asked, starting to warm up to idea of meeting this new perspective client

“Oh, ya. I know the place, I can swing it. Noon, ya? I'll see ya then.”

“Okay, just know if you want to get any action you need to pay.” The line went dead as the stallion hung up. She rolled her eyes. Maybe he'd turn out okay. She sighed, worry starting to over run her mind. She hoped he was not expecting to do a full dance with her. She only really had an hour, not enough time for much, overclocked reform on a high use node was 45 minutes and that required the next time to take up to six or even seven hours. Plus no backing up until the grid fully sorted her out, the list went on. Fuckidy fucked cunt, if he wanted something she'd have to say no, or fuck up her whole damn day.

What ever screw it, she tossed the collar phone to one side. So much for her meditation. With an loud grown she rolled her hooves, walking the shot distance to the washing up room. It was a simple space, garburator jet flush toilet with grid scanner, sink, mirror and shower bathtub combo. She stepped into the tub her fingers making short work of he tap as the warm refreshing water flowed over her fur. “Aammm” she slowly lay down, rolling onto her back as the water cascaded across her body. Maybe I'll just let a little bit out before I start my day. She pushed her hooves to her pussy. Hummm, need a image for a good quicky, human maybe? Good for a quick slick up. Her thoughts toyed with that idea, how it would feel like to have soft smooth fur less hands stroking across her body. What it would be like to be held to their smooth skin. What their mouth would look like as it opened, as she looked down their throat. “Oooah” her cunt sputtered a little cum across her fingers. Well it was not the tantric explosion she had be hoping for this morning but it did the job.

Her finger grasp around the shampoo battle, lathering mane and tail with the fruit smelling blueish gel. She started to work it down into her coat too, there was another verity for fur but but the clients she was meeting today won't really care if her fur tasted just a little off, and rehearsal partners would just have deal with having her coat cleaned with a slightly sub par shampoo. The water gushed, her fingers working, the sonic toothbrush cleaning bring her teeth a white shine. With her hind leg she batted down the dildo like head of the her anal scrubber. This was something she did tell many people as it was kinda taboo, but having a nice clean ass was just the right way to start the morning. She had started doing it as a kink thing for some clients but but starting the day with an empty ass had become just too good to pass up. She wiggled her hips, letting the large rubbery mass stretch and massage her insides. It was like a toothbrush her anal organ. Her belly stretching down as she rocked her hips, maneuvering it through her insides. The vacuum like suction cleaning out anything that may have been left over from yesterday's audience participation dance.

That really felt nice, she slide her self forward, letting the tip slip free. The water from the shower rinsing it clean before she returned it back to the upright position. She clenched wiggling her hips, toying with who she might slide down her nice clean butt hole if they were here. She flicked the water off, hitting the dry button next to the tap. The mechanization spun to life, a soft whitish blue light bathing her body as the water was excited to vapor, the steam billowing off her in a warm cloud. She pushed the glass door open and trotted back to her bedroom. The dresser was a mess with collars, some simple, some ornate, the first one Tree had given her, a simple black one with a silver tag of her mark. That one she hung over the side of the vanity mirror. She had almost lost it once, her boss had told her she couldn't wear it on stage, and took it away as punishment. She had had to get Ace, one of her cyborg friends from her time training in the militia, to snag it back for her. Not a fun day.

A nice black leather strap with gold embroidery caught her eye, this would be her collar of the day. She clipped it around her neck, posing in the mirror. I look good enough to eat. She chuckled to herself. Back to the sofa to grab her phone, she pulled it off her old collar and clip it to her current one. She had opted not to have a chip phone installed. Always online? there really would be much wireless fuzz if that were the case. The legs did have an auto updater, but she had it discounted ever since they had been hacked. Hard line updates only now. She didn't need some grinning chuckle fuck marching her right up their ass without paying for the privilege.

She checked over her shoulder. Going over her mental list, keys, phone, backup fished, shower, teeth, ass cleaned, right ready to go. Her fingered clasped the door knob, and she was out into the hall, and down the winding staircase. Her hoof falls echoing within the concrete shaft. Twenty floors down and she was in the parking garage looking at her sweet red crotch rocket sports bike. It was her pride and joy. She throw her leg across it, feeling it fill the space between. She flicked the kickstand, grasped the throttle. Click, she turned the key bring the bike to life. No new age tech for her, this bike was old school combustion. The wheels spun as she screened out form the multilevel underground lot, almost jumping from the last up ramp as she sped out onto the bustling street.

Part 2: Morning Run

A quick swerve and she was in the throng, one among the sea of vehicles rolling around the massive city. The hum of the hover engines hummed around her, like flies buzzing when compared to the roar of her speed daemon. However the throng of the inner city was no place for racing thrills. Her pace slowed to a crawl as she edged her way along the bustling streets. It was not that busy really, but could she wished she could be out of the city, costing along the wide open desert roads or twisting along the snaking maintain paths. Next to that, this felt so painfully slow. It was like she could've walked faster, given how compact Neon City was her feeling would have likely been right. At long last she made it to Green Space Park, the cities solar farm. Every tree in this massive zone was built from synthetic nano fibers and some other really neat cyber tech. Not only did they do the job of real trees, but they also supplied this city with over one third its energy needs. She kicked her bike’s stand down, getting off and doing a warm up stretch. Hinds on the ground, standing up like a biped, hand clasped, forelegs out stretched. It drew a few pairs of eyes to be sure.

Go time, her hooves hit the pavement and she was off, keeping a good steady canter as she jogged under the massive solar leafy trees, their green rubber giving off a light inner glow as they worked on digesting sunlight in to nutritious energy. She wounded if Tree had his ship docked up there, hidden from prying eyes. It would not surprise her, he never payed to moor it.

She made the first lap around the part, good 6k in total, one down, two laps to go. She watched the familiar faces drift by, each doing their best to keep up with her only to lag behind and drop off. She took a little pleasure in that. On a different day she might stop and grab one of them as a bite to eat, taking pleasure in the taste of their hot fresh sweat, their submission to her superior athleticism.

A large brown earth pony shot pasted her. “Later Fuzz.” His words rolling out with the dust he left her in.

Pfff, fucking Phil, there were always a few that passed her, at last he was cute, nice ass too. She had been his after workout meal a few times. She snorted a whiff of his hot musk drifting by her nose. Even with her augments she was no match for him. Nor for any of the robo rockets that ran this ring. They had dropped for more bits than she had made in her life. Sometimes she just had to admit when she was bested and enjoy the view of their backside as they sped past.

Last lap, her sweat dripped down her flanks, her muscles feeling the burn, as she pushed to finish her 18k jog. Her body aching as her lungs pulled and her hips pumped. This felt good. One day she would catch Phil. She smiled to herself, putting on a little more speed, and then she'd be the one showing him her fine ass a she sped by. She clucked to herself. It was not going to happen, but a fun idea regardless. She trotted over the starting point with ease, turning off back to the parking lot. That was over all to fast, maybe four laps? She considered, naaw. Three was good. Better to enjoy it then turn it into a chore.

She lifted the back seat of her bike to fish out a fresh towel to dab her fur with. She felt invigorated, her body tense and ready for action. She checked the time, under half an hour. Looks like I'd need to wait rather than indulging myself here. Mmmm, she looked around, no one she knew. She could just ask a rando, but that be a mixed bag, no telling if they would just let her gulp and go, plus riding a bike with a post vore gut... Whatever, maybe she'd just give this new perspective client a free sample of her slit.

Towel back under the seat, bike between her legs, with a hard kick it roared to life, speeding her out of the parking lot to meet the new, hopefully cute, client.

Part 3: Meeting a new client

The restaurant came into view, the red flashing neon sign of a stomach with a pony inside. It was a fun place. One with a shit anywhere kinda policy. Rub's Tummy had a triple menu, part one was normal food, part two were the servers, part three were the guest themselves. You got a tag if you wanted to be food, for liability as eating an unwilling pony was still breaking the law, even if the penitents for doing so were rarely enforced.

She pulled her bike into the parking slot beside the dinner, swiping her hoof to pay before the automatic underground parking platform lowered her bike down into the underground cylinder and slotted it into a free space. She turned and headed in. “Hey, Bessy.” she called waving to the rather plump looking unicorn server that was working behind the counter. Think pumps rolls hung from her belly. It seemed she got to enjoy more then a few patrons herself. Her long straw colored mane and daisy yellow fur, matched well with her butter cup mark. She yellow as lemon meringue pie and just as sweet.

They turned, a wide smile growing on their face, “Oh Fuzz, how've you been?” her bright blue eyes running over the sleek coat of her yummy looking friend, “You're here to be on the menu?” she asked hopefully, her tongue running across the roof of her maw. She could still almost taste the sweet salty caramel that was the little mare's wonderful flavor.

“I've been keeping good,” she trotted up to the counter, “Say can you disable my After Glow on the grid? I forget and I can't afford to be sitting around as shit today.” She didn't really have the time to log in and make changes herself, a place like this would be able to override her personal settings on request, also this way she wouldn't forget to turn it back on after. That would suck blacking out as soon as digestion started only to wake up without really knowing what happened, not her cup of tea.

“Full disable?” Bessy asked sounding a bit supersized.

“Ya, better set it to default, I don't plan on getting eaten, not right now anyways, I got a place to be in just over an hour. I can't afford to get stuck up some ass and miss my rehearsal.”

“Guess not, would you like to order anything?” she asked, “shifting to show off her rich thick flanks as if to try and change Fuzz's mind.”

“Just a large coffee, black. I'll be meeting someone and it'd be bad manners to show up with a full gut.”

“Got ya covered,” the mare trotted off to the till, her tail flick across her flanks. “Okay, they'll be 11 bites, 1 for the coffee, 10 for the in house override.”

Fuzz squirmed a little she had forgotten how much specially grid adjustments were, not that 10 bits was a lot if she'd been planning on doing something fun.... But for a just in case. Fuck it stung. She swiped her hoof over the reader, collected her coffee and headed up to the roof deck.

The sun peeked through a few lazily drifting clouds. The red and white striped umbrellas listing slightly in the soft summer breeze. She took a seat near the corner overlooking the street, blowing on her coffee to cool it as she waited for the stallion to arrive. The little timer in the corner of vision ticked by, five past ten past. When the ever loving cunt moocher was this guy going to show. It was one thing she fucking loved about Tree he was always on time.

“Hey, you must be Fuzz.” The words came from rather cute young looking stallion, his glossy red coat and thick full straw yellow mane and tail ruffed gently in the breeze. “Mind if I join you?”

“Not at all,” her eyes slid over his tone body drinking its his hard curves and soft angles. “So, what are you are looking for in a mare like me?” This one looked like fun. Maybe she get to work off her pent up energy from her run after all.

He slide into the seat beside her, a soft gurgle emanating from deep within his gut. His eyes slid down to her collar.

Fuck fuck fuck, she felt like screaming, again she forgot to take it off. She bit her lip hoping he'd just take it as a kinky fashion choice rather than a sign she belonged to another.

“That so I can put a leash on you?” He asked with a chuckle, “I won't mind walking you around.”

Few, okay, she pulled her composer back together, “I do like to be walked,” she wagged her tail playfully.

“How about going for a walk right up my ass.” he blew her a little kiss, “moisten you up and chug you down. Could even do a public show of it.”

He lip quivered, this guy seemed to have her number, however this was not the first stallion to tell her what she had wanted to her to try and get a free ride. She also had to be careful not to give him wrong idea, many thought their dick was biggest or their looks top notch, but this was her business, true somethings she just like playing, but this guy set the meeting. “Seems like the boy knows what he wants. How about we work out my fees and we can pick a time to see just how well I go down.”

“Humm, lets see, maybe we could fool around just a bit, I can see your all hot and bothered already.”

She felt a chill down her neck, this was a huge red flag, any stallion that would give her a run around on price. Mmm, well it'd be okay, even if he didn't pay she'd give him this one on the house. “Sure,” she replied batter her eyes, her cheeks flushing. “I don't mind if people see.”

“I knew you were a keeper.” he chuckled, “How's about you duck under this table and try a little of the home style sausage, fresh and ready to enjoy.”

She sighed within herself, great another stallion that only wanted to pleasure himself. Likely a fucking basic in bed. “Mmm, sounds devilish.” She glanced around the patio, there were a few other ponies, most minding their own business. It was rather normal for this place, too bad, no one else would enjoy the show. That was the nice thing about the park, whenever she found someone there, she always drew a crowd.

A gush of salivation drizzled into her maw as his sweet stallion musk took hold of her nose. Maybe his would not be so bad. She closed her lips around his cock and sucked, working his heavy black shafted with all the skill of a surgeon. Her tongue tossed the tip, her cheeks stroked his flare. She one moaning at her mercy inside five minutes, his cum soaking the back of throat in six. Not a bad time for just a under the table quicky, maybe he was not just a basic fuck after all.

“Aaw, well, weren't you nice, Now, time for the real test. How about we put a leash on that collar of yours and walk you right down my ass.”

She froze, thinking quickly. Her nethers were on fire, fuck she really wanted to take him up on that offer. She quivered imagining her nose pressing between his firm flanks. “I could, but there would need to be payment, 150 bits is my going rate for a quirky thing like this.”

“Sure sure, I'll pay you after your shit on the table, look if we talk too much about money you'll kill the mood, now come her and get in my ass you little turd.”

She knew this was a bad idea, all the warning signs were there, but fuck it, he was likely good for it, right? She saw him sink down into his chair, a hoof moving down to pull his balls to the side, opening her path to his pert ponut. She moved her muzzle in to nuzzled his tight hole. Humm not bad, the hot stench of ass greeting her nose. At least he wiped. Her tongue caressed around the hind gateway to his body, slowly pressing deeper as she slid her nose between his flanks.

“That's right bitch, get in here.” He snorted grabbing her head between his hooves. His anus contracted dragging her forward, sucking her bead deep into his bowels with a wet pop.

Looks like he'd been saving himself, not much of his last meals remains. Just a little form what normal food he had been snacking on. Guess he'd been planning this. She folded her forelegs in, relaxing as the ass took her. A gust of hot air pushed past her fur as he broke wind, making some more room her. Soon her hips were sliding passed his ponut, her legs soon to follow.

He let his ball sack flap back down in place, patting his full belly with a free hoof. “Mmm, mmm, you were lovely miss, truly a keeper.” He felt her wiggle within him, “Ha, guess you're just as much of a slut in real life as you are on stage.” He stroked her soft outline. “How wonderful.”

This was just what she needed, this guy was turning out to be right up her alley. Now, if only she could just get her hoof around back. She tried to reach around to slit. The hot tight fleshy confines wrapping around her body, holding her like some kind of exotic serpent. Yes, this was where she belonged, bond within bowls. Her fingers found her clit, “Haaa” she gasped, feeling the pain start to take her. The black slime of the bowls working into her fur, biting at her flesh. The walls pulling the moisture from her body, starting to return her to her true form, a mound of brown, laced with flecks of carbon back. Her world started to dim, the grid pulling from her body before she could feel any real discomfort. Fuck, not yet, not yet... It hardly even tickles...

From outside she hear him chuckle, “You are a dense one. Fucking love the stupid mares that can't think past a cute smile and a fat form cock.” Then, she knew only darkness.

Thirty five minutes later she came to, her head spinning, feeling like she had just downed a full bottle of vodka chased with a six pack of cheap grid print beer. Aaaaa, shit fucking ass teats, she had forgotten how much doing a quick reform fucking sucked. Her eyes refocused they fell on Bessy cleaning up the remains of what look to be a small shit stain on the table she had been sitting at. “Hey, you know where that red stallion I was with got to.” She asked hoping he had just gone to the can, but knowing better. He was long gone by now.

“Um, ya, saw him leave with a stasis cube of waste, guess it was you given how I am cleaning up a shit stain on your table. “That'll be twenty five bits by the way. If you had wanted to get eaten you should have signed up, I'd put you on for free.”

Fuzz let out a deep sigh. Fine, whatever, she had been the mess after all, “you got a reader on you?”

“I do, butt...” The plump yellow mare look hopefully into Fuzz's eyes.

“Okay, pass it over, I got somewhere I need to be.”

Bessy eye's rolled, “here.” Fuzz was not having any of her it seemed.

Beep, her hoof slide over the tablet like device. “Catch a later Bessy, maybe I'll see you on the weekend.” she winked. It had been a bit since she had enjoyed a nice full meal here, too often she ended up on the receiving end of the mop bucket and thick coating of sanitation spray.

With her bill paid she was off once more. She popped her keys out of her hoof. Hopefully her old set had melted along with her inside that ass. Her hoof slide across the garage terminal. Bits deducted, her bike was returned. Leg over, kick, veroom. She sped back out into traffic making her way to dance studio on the other side of town. Going to need to do something about that stallion, she tapped her collar, syncing it her neurological ocular implants.

Zzzz, Zzzzz, “Hey Fuzz.” Kalmoor answered, she had known this big snow leopard blue jay griffon from her time in the mallia. He had a very useful set of skills as well as being a blast on the firing range.

“Hey, I need you to do a favor for me.” Her worlds half muffled as she swerved down a ally to dodge the line at the tragic light. “I had a client dine and dash on me, need you to pay him a little visit.”

“How much he owe you?” Kalmoor chuckled, “Couldn't say no to a nice ass?”

“Ya, ya, I know I should have asked to be pay first, but he was hot, and I was horny. Look, he owns me 150 bits, and took the shit box. I'd be willing to let you have all of it if you add him to that box he stole. You can even sell it after you show me. I know I go for a bit on Shit List.” She pulled form the ally serving around a parking car to speed through the yellow light.

“Fine fine, but you still owe me. You pay for our next shooting range visit and it's a deal.”

“Done.”

“You can keep the box, selling it is more work then is worth for me, I'll drop it off at your door this evening should be there by the time you get home from work. Just send me his info.

“There, you got it?”

“Ya. You need him to have any down time?”

She considered, as much as she would like him to spend the week as box of fecal matter it did seem a little overkill. “Only if he doesn't pay up.” She pulled into the parking structure around back of the dance studio, flying down to the bottom to part in her special nook between a concrete support pillar and the far wall.

“Right E O, see ya this weekend, I think I'll be able to make it out this time, looking forward to eating your new BF.”

she snorted

“I mean meeting, I know you don't want me to make a bad first impression. I remember you told me he is kinda the hard core pred type.”

“I gotta go, Kalmoor, sorry.” she was most at the door to the rehearsal space. “I hopefully have some more time to chat once I get off work tonight.”

“Right, catch ya later then.” click, and call discounted.

She tapped her collar desinking it from her eyes. Okay, going to remember to take this off this time. She undid it from around her next, and slipped into into a compartment on in her leg. She sighed, well lets see what management has planned for my next dance. She was enjoying her tatzl mares, Vivienne and Violet were so sweet, but tonight was their last dance, and it was time to start working on the next set.

Part 4: Meet new dance partners for next week's shows.

The door loomed before her, the bold text “Sluts 'n' Guts Dance Company” laid over the upper window pain of the heavy wooden door. Her hoof reached up, pulling down the handle. Head poking inside.

“Fuzz, how nice of you to join us.” A large pink unicorn mare stood in the center of the mostly bear rectangular room, long golden windswept mane thrown over her left shoulder. Her back side reflected in the long wall length mirror behind her. Her large full vore gut hung down to the floor, still wiggle a little as whoever she had dined on struggled against the power of her stomach.

Fuzz dropped her eyes trying not to look at the mare's cunt, its glistening folds still fresh with a slick of fem cum. Miss Apple Tart had a tendency to eat students that got out of hoof, or those that got distracted during practice. Fuzz had been very careful to avoid that mare's gut, choosing only to test it out after practice was over and they had moved to a public space. Not bad to unwind in, but still not a mare she wanted to be servicing for free.

“Don't mind my gut, the couple that was working with me before you just needed to take a break. Grids off, so if you go down, it'll be back up only.” She smirked, “no sense in them remembering all the bad habits they were forming.”

“Oh, okay.” Fuzz gulped, thank gods she was also on Tree's backup, losing the memories of her whole day was not a pleasant thought. She would need to talk to the Management about finding another dance company to work with. Apple Tart had a thing for fatal. She had invited Fuzz to more then a few grid less parties over the years. There it was eat or be eaten, those that were there better have had a back up, or it was permadeath for them. High risk, little reward for the prey. She had tried going once, woke up and had been half way through her day before she figured out what happened. It had been a big mess, being late, and mixing up her appointments. It was cool to masturbate to on the web, maybe even do it in role play, but fuck actually doing it in real life.

There was a loud gurgle from within Apple's gut, Burppp, “excuse me.” she raised an eyebrow at Fuzz, “did you happen to see two anthro dogs out in the hall by chance? Nick and Neon, they will be your partners for the set we will be working on to day.”

“No, sorry I didn't see anyone on my way here.” She replied. Anthro dogs? Humm, that was new. Up until now it have been pony races only. Guess the club was trying to expand.

Just as Fuzz spoke the door opened and in walked two bipedal dogs. The first looked like a wolf husky cross, tall, grey fur and ice blue eyes. His large package hung between his legs, pink cock peeking out from his sheath. Beside was his female, the smell of sex about her. The light chub of lunch weighing down her belly. Unlike her friend, she had a hot pink quaff of hair, strike with electric blue streak down the middle. “Sorry we're late,” the bitch apologized, “but we just had to sample some of the locals on our way here.”

“Ha ha, ya, and my Neon always needs a good fucking after a heavy meal.”

“You must be Nick.” Apple gave him a look over, “and you Neon. I guess now that you are both were we can get started.” she grimed, “First a few rules. How long have you two been on Pona for?”

“Couple weeks,” Nick replied, sauntering into the center of the room and sitting down on the floor cross legged. Neon moved to join him, giving Fuzz a little wink as she passed by.

Oh, this will be interesting. I'm going to have to try and be a little more assertive with these too. If not they are going to shit me out in the parking garage. Fuzz new their type all to well. Fuck they were fun, but only if one had the free time to spend. Oh.. teats, she bit her lip, what if she was on the bottom. Would they let her out? She couldn't afforded to spend three hours every day for a week in reform limbo if these two didn't want to play by the rules.

“Before we start I have some paperwork for you both to sign. I frequently run this space without a grid so if you find yourself filling my gut and you haven't backed up then your death is on you. Furthermore, you will need to agree to release any prey you swallow as part of our rehearsals. What happens after we conclude is no concern of mine, but I don't have time to be waiting around because someone decides new fat rolls would look good on them.” Her gut rumbles, her words finishing with a large belch as the two in her belly ceased squirming.

The dogs looked at each other, they were booth a good bit taller then the pink mare, but her mass had them beat. “Um, okay.” Neon replied, “I don't think have a backup, we are just visiting.”

“Well I guess you better be good dogs then. Nice and obedient or else your going to be shit on the floor.” Her eyes twinkled. She lifted the papers they had singed, looking over them, “Right, looks like we can start.” she fold the wavers and placed them in a folder on the wall beside the door. “First things first, I want you to get to know each other, and work out who will be doing what. The dance I have planned will be a follows.” Her horn lit up fuschia pink, wavy cartoon line drawings of the three appeared on the white whiteboard.

“So,” she continued, “The three parts to this dance are the cock, the dom and the prey. The Dom will take the cock in a harness and use them like a pony sized strap on. They will fuck the sub until they cum. Doing the pussy will be best unless you like the taste of shit. In the next part the cock will vore the prey. The dom will them eat the cock, digest both them and the prey the cock ate, shit them out, then cum on the remains.

Nicked looked first to Fuzz, then over to Neon. Huff, “Looks like you already have a good idea of who you want to see playing each part .”

“Of course, I didn't pick you two just for your good looks”

“Then why do you want to give us a chance to choose?” He continued.

“Subverting expectations is always fun.” She giggled, another belch flowing from her lips. “Well you three talk it over, I am going to finish up with these two love birds, and when I come back we'll get this started.” With that she made her way to the washroom down at the far end of the room. The door closed behind her, the little light over the door flashed to occupied.

“So, is she always like this ?” Nick asked, turning to look at Fuzz.

She nodded, “It's not an act ether, so please mind yourself.” She shriveled remember the deer that had gotten a little frisky with Apple back when Fuzz had first started. They were new to town, not use to the way things worked. No back up, and a taste for the wild side of life. They were fat before the day was up. Fuzz has to solo that week. She felt kinda bad she broke into the spotlight by way of their undoing. “Did you go through customs and get the run down when you first got here?”

“Ya, the orientation for people from alt worlds. They didn't say anything about a grid back up through, our world has reform, but we never really know how it works, just sorta is a thing that mostly happens, but not always.” He shrugged, “Here it's like a science, everyone lives their lives by it. Kinda neat, so much willing food.” He ran a paw over his tone gut, “your kind is” he smacked his lips, “top notch prey.”

She couldn't help but feel a little flattered, even if such words always sent a chill down her spine when spoken by an alt world. “Guess you two haven't been eaten yet?” She asked testing the waters.

“She has” he stroked Neon's head. “But me? Na, I don't do prey.”

“So you are on the grid then?”

“Oh ya, we were set up with that moment we got here. Just didn't know there were black zones, nor did we really got it made clear what a back up was or anything.”

This was normal as far as she knew. Backups were really just for locals, still if they were doing vore as a job they needed one. “If you have phone or implant I can give you the location of a back up company.”

“Um ya,” he tapped his ear.

She relaid the instructions, “That should do you,” she smiled , “Now we better get talking about how we're going to do this or else you two won't need a back up.”

Nick scrawled, “There is no way I'll be ending up in that fat cow's gut.” His tail flicked with agitation.

“Ya, we are top dogs around here, we only took this gig to grab some extra bits. Not worth it if we end up dead.”

Fuzz rolled her eyes, trying to help and taking flack for it “I think it would be best for me to play the sub.” she changed the subject trying to focus these to and get their mind off their possible doom.

Neon reached behind he with her arm running her fingers through Nick's back fur, “Oh, well that would make Nick here the dom, and I guess me the cock?”

“How you feel about that?” Nick said placing hand on Neon's shoulder.

She scowled, “I don't want to use my body to fuck house pussy, I'd rather get fucked, I know you'll have see me be eaten, but I'd rather that then be used like dildo.” She glanced over at Fuzz.

He snorted, “still don't see why we can just have Neon eat the cock. That way you could play it Fuzz. Do ponies have thing for CV or something?”

“Kinda, but, no more than any other type of vore.” She scrunched her nose, ears pinning back. These dogs seemed be missing the finer points of performing.

There was a click from the other side of the room as the wash door open. Apple made her way out, a invisible cloud of stanch wafting out form the open door. “Aaaw, much better, hope you all got some time to talk because it time to start.”

“Apple,” Neon asked, her voice wavering a bit, “Do you mind if I eat the cock and the cock is Fuzz? I don't really feel like going down in to stomach of a pony.”

“Humm, so I take it that Nick is the dom than?” She considered, “Fucked, blown and swallowed, that would make for quite the acted. I don't mind adjusting that if you feel you would be better suited to consuming little Fuzz here.”

“Um okay.. thanks.”

Fuzz let out a sigh of relief, she had seen dances downed for less. Guess those new rolls of fat had her in a good mood. “I don't mind. It would be nice to have a break from being pred.” This last week had been fun, but she wouldn't complain about getting to sloth in a nice bitch belly.

“Now that we know our parts we will begin. Fuzz, can you get some anti acid pills for you and Neon.” she then turned to Nick as the Fuzz trotted off to the cabinet on the other side of the door. “We'll be using a force harness today. We need to see how this all fits before I get a vore safe one commissioned and uploaded. You don't have any problem with swallowing and digesting? No history of vomiting up prey for any reason?” She asked, “that goes for you two Neon.”

“Un, no” Nick replied.

Neon shook her head, placing a paw on her belly. “Stomach like a steel trap, no pony getting out of here alive.”

“Well that better be true for show night, for now I'll be teleporting each of you of after each run through. If the anti digestion meds don't work make sure you call out. If you waste my time, I'll waste you. Are we clear?”

The two dogs nodded.

Fuzz came back with two small bottles, “One for you and and the other for you.” She passed them out, watching as they were opened and quickly gulped down.

“Righty-o so when do I get to fuck some bitches.” Nick snickered getting to his feet eyeing Fuzz.

Apple rolled her eyes, “After we get the basics worked out. On your application you told me you have experience, let's hope for your sake you were not fibbing.” Her horn glowed, a pair of blue magic hands grasped Nick's tone butt cheeks. Her mouth moving to nuzzled his crotch. “Lets see a rise from you.” she mumbled, tongue slipping into his sheath.”

“What!?” The husky chirped, surprised as his hands flow to reflexively push the unicorn off him. They stopped mid air, frozen in fear of what the large pink mare might do if he interpreted her foraging. He took a deep breath, forcing a grin on his face, “You like the taste? Still got a little of my girl on it from our fuck before lunch.”

“It will do,” Apple's lips slipped off the hard shaft she had coaxed to mast under her tongue. “Now, pick up Fuzz and put that dick into your hole of choice. Ass or pussy, I am sure you'll get a chance to try both by the time we are through.”

Fuzz felt his soft hand clasp around his stomach her hooves being pulled from the floor as her ass was implied on his throbbing dog dick.

“Just hold her here.” Bands of pink holo light curled from Apple's horn, forming a weave first around Fuzz's midsection. Then, stretching down over her flanks and finally down her hind legs. The knots were quite elegant, the weave interwoven like a intricate twisting flower binding Fuzz's body, holding pulling, forming her into what she needed to be.

“Alright...” Nick mumbled, his cock sheathed inside the mare's ass, the holo light wrapping around his tight butt cheeks, slithering across his taint, costing across his abs as its formed a full body harness to hold his new mare sized strap on. “Ahh, that's tight.” he thrust out his hips to trying to stay balanced.

“There we go. How does that feel?”

“It works....”

“I think it looks cute.” Neon chuckled, my hound got a hot new toy for me to play with. She knelt down and kissed Fuzz's nose. “I could just gobble it up right now.”

“Not just yet.” Apple cut in sharply. “So first let's get you use to this. Nick, I want you to stick that new toy of yours right down Neon's pussy. Then, down her throat. Your kind can't anally digest right?”

They both looked at her confused, Nick seeming to feel he might have chosen the wrong hole to sheath his cock in.

“I'll take that as a yes. Fuzz, don't melt his cock off unless you want a one way trip to my gut and a write up.” She snorted, shaking her head, “we'll skip sticking her down the ass, unless Neon you like the taste of your own shit. I can tell you there will be plenty that find it hot, but I do feel it should be your choice. With that, lets just do the basics today, get use to leaning to fuck with such a large mass on your crotch.”

“You ready babe?” he asked, placing one of his hands on Fuzz's back.

She felt the weight of his touch, the gentle tentative stoke, the quiver, asking, could she really digest his cock with her ass?

Neon swished her mustache comb tail to one side, pulling down her short shorts. She bend down, kneeling on all fours, “Like this?” she asked, teasing down her panties.

“You know it babe” With a uneasy thrust he pressed the brown mare's nose into the wet folds of Nick's bitch. Slowly he worked it in, just because it was his first time using a pony like this didn't mean he was going to let his girl have a boring time of it.”

“Aaaaa, Nick that's that's nice...” Her gut bulge out, the loose shape of Fuzz's body expending prepossessing of her stomach as the little mare was thrust like a spear down the lush sweeping inner vaginal expanse.

Fuzz's mane was soaked, her fur sticky with the slick secretions. Her tongue crept out as he stated a little sampling for herself. Not bad, little sweet, nice and musky. Her nose pressed into the tight cervix, prying it open so her upper body could fill the warm womb. She felt her body tremble, Nick's hands grasping over her mark, guiding her with firm determination. He was good, the way she was held as her hinds hugged around his hips, he knew his stuff. He was showed the same level of passion with vore, this was going to be a good week.

After a few minutes of thrusting, Apple commanded.“Now cum Neon.”

“Just give me a little more.” she moaned, clenching her vag, weeping drips of pre around her Alpha's fuzzy dildo.

“That goes for you to Nick, I left just enough slack that Fuzz's ass should have been working you nicely. I want to see some white oozing out before you swap holes.”

“As you wish” he hollowed, sliding his hands down Fuzz's body to grasp Neon's flanks, “You heard Apple, cum for your Alpha you fucking bitch!”

Fuzz was submerged, Neon's cheeks pulled flush to with Nick's crotch. She felt the walls close around her, a hot fresh wave of wet slosh drenching over her bod leaking around her sensitive franks, Nick riding her orgasmic release with each thrust of his hips. Fuck these two making it look so easy to cum on command. How much time did they spend learning this? This was high level shit for a couple of supposed amateurs. Her ass clenched, Fuck them, she was not going to let them get all the fun. Time to show him what she could do.

Aaa, aaaww, aawwwwww!” Nick's cock exploded, a white sticky drip creeping out Fuzz's tight anus. “How was that?” he asked, pulling out of Neon's soggy cunt, letting Fuzz's body hang down, her cheek resting on the floor, fur damp, her body looking a semi flaccid post sex cock.

“Now Neon, swallow Fuzz.” Apple said, smirking slightly.

“Mmm, of course.” Neon got to her paws, kneeling down to take Fuzz's head in her hands. “Such a tasty cock.”she cooed, running her tongue across Fuzz's cheek. “This big boy does not disappoint.”

Her jaws opened, a warm just of hot breath blowing across Fuzz's face. She could smell the hint of stallion on it, no doubt from her lunch. The lips closed over her muzzle sliding over her had she was sucked down the waiting throat. Soon her head was in the stomach, the tongue teasing across her stomach. “Aoo.” a faint moan seeped form her lips. The weight of her body slowly being taken by the dog's belly. She felt the binds around lips body loosen, her legs being slurped from their hold around Nick's ass cheeks. With a last swallow she curled up within the bitch's gut, the warm harmless stomach juice lapping at her body. This was nice, her hooves moved to cup across her teats, slowly sliding to feel her plucking cream filled ass. She know they would be able to see her stroking herself. Good, add a little to the show. The first day was normally a little more awkward, the vore not coming to the very end, as this rate they would be able to do a full run through.

“Now, eat your bitch.” The muffled words of Apple drifted in through Neon's tight stomach.

Apple is really getting into this, in all the times Fuzz had worked with Apple she hadn't spoken to her like that... Fuzz couldn't help but feel a little off put, these to dogs, getting a kind of praise she had never received.

“Oh you know it”

Fuzz felt the belly slosh as Nick took hold of his prey. The stomach walls smooched around her, his throat working her through the thin layer of stretched skin and gut tissue. Her world was turned on its head, oh he must have lifted her of her feet, guess that makes sense, he did feel rather strong.”

“Burrrp! Awwh. Lovely”

“Alright, take five to feel what it's like to be inside each other. Then, we reset and go again, this time I want to see Neon blow you, and fuzz get cunted. I got some pills, so you can relax and not worry about your bitch sloshing your cock before we finish.

“How you doing in there Fuzz?” Neon asked, rubbing her stomach softly, “feels like you are enjoying yourself. Sexy inside me isn't it?”

“Mmhmm.” She mumbled, blushing despite herself. It was something she did so much, to have it called out always felt kinda odd, but odd in a good way. She snuggled into he belly enjoying the little time she had before she was ported out, and part two started.

An hour and bit later the four stood by the door. It had been a very successful rehearsal. Apple was beaming at the lot of them. “Very nice you three. I have nothing but good things to say. I am looking forward to seeing you back here on Monday when we can start to work out the blocking and brainstorm up some lines for you three to say.” She smirked, I got a short break before my next call if any of you feel like sticking around.”

“Umm, Sorry, but me and Neon need to get our backups sorted, maybe next time,” his eyes ran over the plump rolls of the rotund choreographer. “But next time, if you are feelin it, I'd be a happy to let you try out some of my moves first hand.”

“Oh, I understand a backup is important.” Her eyes narrowed, “and I know you have to dash off to some client or another Fuzz. So save your breath I already know your answer.”

Fuzz's ears folded back, her eyes tracking to the ground. It was true she often declined Apple's offers, even if she didn't have somewhere to be. Truth was she would much rather churn away in Neon's gut, but the quick reform from lunch meant she'd be out for far too long, she had she really one had an hour before she was going to be meeting the first of her three clients, and than it was off to the club. Fuck why did she book three for today. She turned to go, slipping by the others and back out into the hallway. Few. Last thing she need was to spend time in Apple's gut.

“Hey Fuzz” Nick said, stepping out into the hall. “Thanks for the tip.”

“No problem.” Fuzz grinned, “Maybe we can meet up sometime this weekend do a little more exploration. I got a friend that I think you might like to meet.”

“Humm? Maybe, we might be going out of town. There is a lot to see well we are here, but for sure before we leave we can catch up in a more laid back environment.”

“You're good for a pony.” Neon smiled, patting Fuzz's head, nice and tasty.” She winked, just the tip of her tongue poking out between her lips.

“Right, we need to get going. Catch ya Monday Fuzz.” They left, hands clasp as the door to the stairwell closed behind them.

She shorted, those two think they're such hot shit... turning me down. It didn't happen often, which made it kinda sting. Well no time to dwell on it. She shrugged, there would be time to show them what a pony like her could do later, but not know. She had to focus on getting home, she'd need to get cleaned up before her met her next client. Down the to the stairwell, trotting at a good pace as she returned to her bike. She pulled her keys from her hoof compartment, Click, kick, vroom, and she was off, back to the streets to wind her way home.

Part 5: Meeting her clients

Once there it was quick shower to get the smell of stomach out from her fur. Her fingers working the shampoo into her mane, its formula designed to bring out her own natural tastes. She tapped her hoof to the side of her head, bring up her insanitary before tilting her head back to gurgling the water from form he shower head.

Looks like it was Keal up first, a big old softy he was. Just liked to have his tummy rubbed and his dick sucked. She smiled, the big yellow unicorn was one of her older clients, both in appearance and the date he started booking her. He was a naturalist, believing deeply in a ponies need to age. Advances in genetics let those that wanted to live for almost as long as they desired, and cloning allowed for near immortality. It was funny, at least to those she talked to from other worlds, everyone always thought that backups would be the reason for immortally. But, no, backups didn't work like that, it wasn't just slipping into a younger body, that was cloning. It was more than just the memoirs that were lost, it was all that you had done, nothing was saved. It was as if the days you had lived after your backup were just gone, lived by someone else. She knew a few rich pegs that had cloning pods. Not cheap, and not something she would ever want to afford. The rejuvenating effect that could be applied from the grid when she was reformed was more then enough to keep her youthful.

“Lets see,” she turned, raising her ass up to let the warm water pour across her ponut and trickle down over her vag lips. “After Keal its Sun Beam,” he was a pretty unicorn stallion, flame red mane, and deep chestnut fur. Born to wealth, he liked to get dirty with a common vore dancer. He was fun, and she'd booked him right before Opal, a bat pony mare with a taste for blood. A light feeding before she would be overpowered and eaten herself. Good clean role flip. Fuzz turned off the water, checking the time. With a quick button press of the shower’s dry function, she was ready to go. Out the door down the echoing stairwell, keys, bike, kick, and she was off.

Keal lived out on the far end of the city, his part of a groves of twisting trees. More of less a hippy community that had been overtaken as the city grew. There was still a grid nod there, as was required by law, but it was way out of date. She had been unlucky enough to have to use it once, back when she first started seeing him. A cute wink and a sexy ass from one of the other ponies that lived there had pulled her into fertilizing one of their flower beds. She turned off onto the main overpass, wind whipping through her mane, tail flowing out behind her. It had only been after one of her friends had reported her missing that a tech came and rerouted her back to a functioning node.

Off the main highway that lead out of the city, down an off ramp, passed a few apartment complexes and she was speeding through the stone archways, thickly overgrown with a mat of ferns, that spanned the path to his community. A few weaving suburban streets later and she was outside his massive towering oak tree home. It was a condo grown to house upwards of fifty or so. Most of the time no more than ten called it home. She dismounted her bike, slipped her keys into her leg and reached up to ring the doorbell. It was 3:38pm just in time for her 3:45pm meeting.

An older rather large unicorn opened the door to greet her, “Oh Fuzz, good.” He smiled, the wrinkles crinkling under his eye.

It was odd, she was a good bit older than him from the time she had spent with Tree, yet Keal looked like he had lived a life time more than her. Each to their own I guess. Who was she to judge the kink of getting old. “May I come in sir?” she asked in a soft surge sweet tone. “I have been feeling so lonely and unloved. I... just want to be held.” They both knew it was an act, a fantasy she played out for him. She was his lost little girl, coming to see his way of life as the answer to all her problems.

“Come in my child,” he stepped out of the way of the door, welcoming her into his home.

Inside was cozy, the small hall ending a in a large common room, multi colored hoof woven rugs spattered the floor, well more of the same lined the walls. The lower ceiling and earth crystal lamps made the place warm and inviting. She made her way to the sofa the old chair's springs had long ago given out under the use of so many for so long. She found herself sinking down into its depths. The basket made from the combined use of many bottoms.

“Are you well?” he asked, sitting down, only to roll over on to his back, leg parting, cock creeping out to greet her.

“I am well sir but better now then I am here.” Her eyes shifted down to his shaft, “I do feel I would be better if I was able to have some of your meat inside me through.” She fluttered her eyes, slowly sinking like a playful kitten across his soft warm floofy chest.

“Yes my child, if it would please you then take up my meat. I offer it humbly for your pleasure.” He placed his hoof on the back of her head gently running it through her mane.

She smiled, nuzzling her nose into his soft silky neck fur. Her hips rocked back, cunt sheathing his long black cock deep between her folds. “Mmmm, you feel so lovely, when I come here I feel I can escape all the toil of the city. I wish I never had to leave.” Vag clenched, hips rocked. She would be lying if she said she didn't enjoy this, his soft way of holding her. It was something that not many she knew did.

“He ah,” he belly rose as smiled softly letting her gentle suckle him with her cock sheath. He lay there with her just letting time tick by. There was no rush, to need. He was content with just having her near him, feeling the wait of her little body snuggling into his warm fur. He moved his hoof down her back feeling the curve of her spine. His little Fuzz was good at what she did, making him feel as if he fantasy was real, and she really was his little lost mare come home.

All too soon his time was up, “Thanks you for coming.” he said as she reluctantly rolled off him.

“You never came, would you like me to finish you off?” she asked

“No my child, I just like feeling close to you.”

She nodded, “I'll come back when I can.” A soft smile kissed her lips, “keep well Kael.”

“May you the same.” The door closed.

She sighed, he was always awkward, feeling that he borderline wanted it to be real. If he had a clone of her in his basement she would not be too supersized. Back to her bike, and she was off again, rolling out under the fern covered archway, back passed the three story condos. Then, out of the out city. The next client always met her in a motel just outside the city limits. The sleez was part of the apples, so too was the smell of another stallion about her. She kinda felt bad that it would be Keal's sent filling his kinky passions, but then again it did play into his fantasy of her. She turned back on the highway out of out speeding off towards sprawling desert. It was a quick seven minutes, traffic being nice and light at this time of day.

She pulled into the V's Gut Motel, a neon sign proclaiming proudly they offered a fully working grid node. A nice touch as she could change her reform setting or even pre load if needed. She parked her bike next to the gleaming sports car, its hover drive idling. Rich fuck did even bother to set his car to park. She dismounted, slipped her keys into her hoof and knocked on door 118.

There was a moment so silence. Then, “it's open you fucking cunt, why the fuck are you knocking?”

She sighed, At least he would be shit soon, that and a nice stash of bits in her account. She placed her hoof on the handle and pushed her way in. Sun Beam was laying on the low end floral patterned bedspread, common for any motel.

“Now get your sweet ass over her and give me some lovin you little whore.”

Fuzz pinned her ears back, “I am not your common whore, you cunt.” She spat, pushing the door shut, with a flick from her hind hoof. This was part of the act. Her nostrils flared, eyes narrowing. “I thought you wanted to talk to me about something. Now I see it just more of the same.”

“Ya, and you know you like it. Now hope on over here and stick those fingers of yours up my butt.” He rolled on his stomach and swung is bottom around to face her, tail arching to frame is anus between his pert firm butt cheeks.

“Huff,” her tail swished, Sun was always fun for a good time. She bit her lip, feeling her flanks starting to clench. The sight of his brown eye starting back at her, inviting her. “Alright fine, but this is the last time. She hopped up onto the bedside him, running her finger across his lush anus.

“What are you doing? It's not a fucking flower.” He switched his tail across her face.

She snorted, “You want some deep fisting? Alright, I'll let you have all the fist you can take.” She pressed her finger within the ring, her hoof following them, siding in up to her shoulder.

“That's more like it. The best part is I know you like it. You know how lucky you are to have someone like me who will stoop down and give you a taste of the good stuff. Bet the asses of the common fucking ponies you normally play with are rank and foal, or worse, loose and saggy from the trife they shove up there. Why don't you just climb up there? You'd be much better looking as a mount of my shit.”

“No, I am going to let you fuck around with me like this.” She reached her other hand over his belly and took hold of his throbbing cock. “Look, either you starting showing some fucking respect me or else I'll turn you into a mound of my shit.” Her ears twitched, still fat to the back of her head, a wild fire in her eyes. This was not the first time they had done this scene. The slut just kept coming back for more.

“Me? Be your shit? Na, you don't have the balls to do that, common class slut like you? I am way too good to grace your bowls with my presence. He squirmed shifting onto his back to release the pull on his cock.

“Shit knows no race or class.” She swung her body around, dropping her flanks, catching his muzzling between her buns. The hot rich sent of her anus now flowed into his nose like the smell of a fresh apple pie. “Now you going to say your sorry, and we can keep playing, or do I need to show you how us lower class folks take out the trash.”

“You won't dare.” He mumbled from under her ass. His moist lips tickling her flesh as he spoke.

Snort, “fine, have it your way. She pressed her rump down, engulfing the stallion's nose within her rubbery bowls. “Drink in that stench you be one with it soon.” her hand started to pump his cock, arm twisting within his insides. Prostate plunged, tip teased, shaped worked.”

“Oaaw, you fucking bitch have you never giving a fucking hand job before, its not a fucking steak you don't beat it into a mushed patty.” His body twisted, words cut with a moan.

She rocked her hips, slurping his head up like it was string of smooth beads. His soft well groomed pretty body body soon followed. Her gut bulging. She rolled to her side, foreleg with drawing from his ass as he was pulled into hers. “Looks like you the fucking trash whore, getting had as you get butt chugged by some common low life like me. What would your friend say if they knew Sun beam was nothing more a mound of prostitute shit on the floor of some crummy second rate motel. She gave a final jerk, his cock dosing her fur with a hot stream of white ooze. “Ya you better fucking like it.”

There was a faint wimpier from within her lower bowels as they started to pulling his flesh apart, the thick anal slime sweeping into his fur, dissolving away his skin. The very flesh of his body convincing to a single brown mass. She helped his semi hard cock slip passed her flanks. The last of him coming to rest inside her. “Few, well, guess this is it for us babe.” A little toot pushed it way out marking the end Sun Ray's life as a pony. “Ha, guess I just got a wait now for you to strew in there till your nice and ripe.”

She scraped up a bit of his cum that had drizzled across her chest, bring it to her lips. “Not half bad.” she remarked rubbing, her gut grumbling as it transformed its meal into rich rancid waste. A good half hour later and he was ready to return. She rolled to her hooves, poking her ass over he pillows at the head of the bed. “Sleep well you trash loving fuck.” A long stream of brown apples gushed from between her hinds, forming a nice stallion sized mound the the bedspread. A stream of pee later, and only a few rolls of fat remained on board her body. “You look good like that,” she chuckled, stepping into the washroom to wash the cum for her fur. “If only your friends could see you now.”

Fur clean, she took he leave, reaching into his car to turn it off, throwing the keys back through the half open door so they landed half way down the dripping mound of waste. Two down, one more to go. She kicked her bike to life and took off. Her last client of the day lived in a apartment complex just down the street a bit down from the club she worked. She had nicely time her day so she would miss the worst of rush hour, even so, it was down to the wire by the time she was knocking on Opal's apartment door.

“It's open!” Came the smooth, creamy the high pitched voice of the nocturnal predator.

Fuzz stepped in, looking to see Opal laying on her side on a purple woven rug in the middle of the room. She had pushed the other normally messy items into piles around the wall of the small apartment. Boxes full of clothes, magazines, bondage porn, dishes, and cat toys mounded up around the walls. A hard tie point was positioned over the supple bat. The dark purples and blacks of her soft floofly fur looking inviting to the investigating Fuzz “You need a little out of character conversation before we get started” She asked, “Your message wasn't really clear on much more than a meeting time, and a rough hash what what we would doing.”

“Ummm, oh,” her turfed ears swiveled back, “Just shit me in the tub, and... um... please make it painless.”

Fuzz froze. Fuck, this was new. “Umm, I'll have to grab my med from my bike. I'll be right back.”

“Hum, in that case. Then I'll be fine. I don't really mind too much as long as I am shit after.”

“You have your grid set up right for this?” Fuzz let out an internal sigh, this was sadly normal for Opal. Forever the flutter brain.

“Oh, um... Yes!” she grinned, “Now, can you go back out and we'll start? I only have an hour right? So, don't take too long to turn around on me.”

“Okay, I got it, just remember the safe word and know that once I start digesting you, I can't stop.” She explained as she moved to close the door.

“Yep, I remember, it was fine last time we did it.”

Fuzz shut the door, taking a deep breath. It had been fine, but the lack of clear communication left her scrambling for anything to center herself. All right, let's do this. She knocked on the door.

“Come in, its open.”

“You called me to come fix your backup?” Fuzz asked stepping to the living room once more. Her eyes fell on the little bat. “Oh miss, you look a little bit importer, is this a bad time?” She licked her lips, eyes running over the tasty prey that lay before her. She tried to hold herself in a way that said, “whatever this bat might be planning, I have my own idea how the repair will end.” Body language was hard.

“Oh, it's nothing really, come in, come in. And get the door if you would. There is no rush. I just wanted to talk to you a bit first. Maybe try and find a reason why it would suddenly stop working and require me to call you.”

“I guess that would be okay, I got a little bit of time.” She tried to look like she was playing it cool. “So when did you notice you back up was down?” she asked, sitting down next to the lush looking bat mare.

“This morning, and my grid is out in my building right now. So if something were to happen to me, I don't know what I would do.

“You don't say.”

There was a pause as Opal curled her leathery wing around Fuzz's back.

“What are you doing?” Fuzz asked, just letting the wing slide over her with a look of slight amusement on her face.

“I lied about my back up. I just wanted to lure you here.”

Fuzz recoiled ever so slightly, just pulling away a bit without leaving Opal's warm embrace. “So... so you want something else from me?” she gulped, “I'm just a backup technician, not really cut out for anything more.”

“But you want it, I can feel you wanting it.” Her wet tongue caressed across Fuzz's neck. “I know your type, a bit nerdy, never able to get out. You crave someone to dom you, to enjoy.” The bat's fangs sank into Fuzz's neck, a soft trickle of warm rich blood flowing from the fresh wound. “You taste lovely.”

The sound of soft suckling filled the small room. Fuzz leaning into to Opal's grasp, counting the seconds she had to make sure not to let Opal drink too much of her blood. She need to be sound of mind if she was going to pull off this turn about.

“Oh, what this I taste... Is that undertones of a pred that just finished feeding?” She pulled back, a little trickle of blood matting the fur around the bite wound. She sounded bit shocked, fearful almost.

Fuzz smiled reaching her hand up to clasp around the bat tender exposed throat. “Yes, I enjoy a few ponies now and again, and as a backup tech, a few tweaks and the prey doesn't remember a thing. I hope you enjoyed your little snack, as now...” Her grip tightened, “you are going to add to my body's rich flavor, just like the rich bitch I ate before coming here.” She pulled Opal's head to her lips, her jaw stretching the joints in her jaw relaxing stretching over her prey.

“No you can't, the grid is down, I wont remember a thing.”

“Mmm, perfect. I would hate for my boss to find out I have been eating clients.”

“Noooo, I just wanted to play with you, I thought you were cute. I did want it to end like this.”

“You say that every time.” Fuzz pressed the head between her lips, her throat taking hold, pulling it down to her waiting stomach. A hot rush of acid air greet Opal's nose as she was rudely forced to occupied the slimy chamber.

“What, what do you mean every time...”

Fuzz's tongue slithered through the floofy chest fur, sacking across the treats and up around dripping pussy. Her mouth full of scrumps prey she could not reply to the bats question, there was no need anyways, the little creature was her food now. Gulp, with a long sensual slurp she sucked the hinds and tail of the little mare into her gut. “There we go Opal, welcome to your nice new home. Burp. Too bad you won't remember any of this.” She snicked.

“Fuzz, no you can't it burns, this is not what I wanted.”

Her stomach bulged and wriggled as Opal fought for her life. “Oh some nice fight in you this time.” Fuzz let out another bletch as the bat forced more air from her churning chamber. “That's right struggle.” She reached around her belly to slip her fingers between her folds, “Mmmm, I think I'll play yourself a nice send off,” It was harder then it seemed, keeping an ear open in case Opal got cold hooves and voiced the safe world, it had happened before. Having to barf her up, that had almost been the last time she had let the little bat book her. In the end Opal swallowed some pain to pleasure meds and Fuzz had swallowed her again, only this time she tasted of acidic bile. It had been fine since then and this time seemed to be no different.

“Fuzz!” she screeched, it burns, it hurts Fuck it hurts! Are you masturbating to my suffusing you fucking bitch cunt whore vore trash!” her words faded, ending a soft gurgling gargle as her throat and vocal cords were overtaken by the little mare's corrosive insides.

A final belch marked Opals death as she quickly churned away inside Fuzz's belly. “You were sweet today.” She chuckled, feeling her cunt squirt a little juice over her fingers, a nice end to their play. Soon Fuzz was in the small bathroom ass pointed over the tub. A few minutes and a freshly wiped ass later, she was headed back to her bike, Opal nothing but a steaming mount of shit, bones, and fur. A little gift for when she reformed.

From the underground parking it was only a few minutes to the club she worked at, it had been renamed The Orchard, but everyone still called it The Hole. She liked that name better, had more character to it. The club was more or less a dive bar anyways. Management just wanted to being in a little upper class the place. She left her bike parked were it was, no reason to move it. Guest parking here was better then using some public parking lot. The Hole didn't have any underground automatic parking. So using Opal's lot was the best, part of the reason why she had booked her when she did.

Part 6: A little break

Up the elevator and out on the main strip. The hot smell of the throng of ponies churning around as the mare and stallions prepared to filter in to the nightlife that awaited them. The sun had set, night had fully risen. It was going on 7:30pm her set didn't start for another two hours. The fat from her last meal hung from around her sides, no need to get food. She turned down a cross street making her way to the ally behind the club. A sanitation truck trundled by, its large bluish pink glowing light strips converting the masses of waste that collected around the city through the day into matter to be reused by the grid.

A flick of her hoof over the keypad and she was through the back door and into the club. A large gray security pony nodded to her as she passed, Griff was a bit new, had taken him few weeks to really get into the flow of things. She turned into the dressing rooms. Darn Viv and Violet, the two tatzl mares she was performing with tonight, weren't here yet. Well maybe she'd watch the act before her. It was a simple one. Lilly was a nice soft off yellow peg with a light white mane and lovely cute star gazer lily flower for a mark. Her sets were normally rather dull, just some dancing, and a little dress up. She like to put on socks, panties and a T shirt. It had its moments, but was all really safe stuff.

Fuzz poked her head out into the club, The tables were already filling for the night, the hum of the patrons as they ordered drinks and scoped out who were the preds and preys for the night. Her eyes fell on a group of three sitting near the bar side of ring of tables that formed a semi circle around the dance floor. Fuck, she could only remember Jess's name, those three were at almost every one of her shows. The peg that was with them had a thing for her. Thinking he was king shit of the club, the only stallion that could satisfy her. She thought it was cute in some ways. Part of her liked the idea of having a fan group, and as far as strip club fans go there were rather all right. Still, fans were best kept at a distance. She slunk around to the DJ booth, slipping in beside the light gray stallion, the warm smell of fresh fruity perfume greeting her nose.

“Hey, Gray, mind if I join you for Lily's act?” she asked

“Na, Fuzz, don't mind, You looking for a quick before you show?” He placed a hoof on his chest rubbing over 'the gut sluts go here' text on his T-shirt, his camo colored camping hat, and black shades really completing his unique style.

“Sorry, but I had to do a fast reform at lunch today, going to need to defrag so I'll be out for a good seven hours. Don't want to take any chances.”

“Aw, well, good thing you're the pred in your act.” He ruffled her mane affectionately. “What do you think of Lily?” he asked, shifting some sliders on his lighting board to change the light from a warm glow to a cool hue.

“She's okay,” Fuzz replied, slinking up onto his chair under his warm body. “The clothes thing is kinda neat. Don't really like her closer. Feeding herself to a random just lacks any kind of pose to it. At least make them come up on stage and add something to the show.”

“Ya I guess. She is a bit softer then you are for sure.”

Fuzz watched as the mare swung around the pole, gliding off to land on on all fours at the front of the stage. She rolled to a sitting position showing off her couch to the crewed, taking a the white and yellow striped socks that match her mane, and pulling them slowly up each leg.

“You think I could try that sometime?” Fuzz asked, lost in her thoughts.

“Might be fun, but only she is not performing that night, otherwise I could see her getting a bit spatty with you. “

“Ya, maybe just invite her for a second set.” She licked her lips, “Do a little eating the competition bit.”

“Ha, now that I would like to see.”

She sat there, mind wandering as she thought how she might pull of this. Asking management was always risky, maybe she could suggest it to Lilly if she could catch her before she went on. She was always shit after her set, and by the time she was back, Fuzz was normally a mound. Maybe she'd have to a pick a prey for her last song and catch Lilly when she reformed.

“Hey Fuzz, we're coming up to the last song.”

“Oh what already?” she tapped the side of her head being up her clock display within her eye. “Shit your right, got to get ready to go on. Thanks.” she side out from under him, giving him a parting peck on the cheek before slinking her way back to the dressing rooms.

“Fuzz!” Violet grinned, the large purple bat tatzl and her equally purple plant tatzl friend Vivienne had arrived, “Ready for out last dance together?”

“Ya, but wait, why do you sound like we wound be seeming each other again.”

Part 7: Do her three numbers at The Hole, warm up, performance, and audience perspiration.

Violet looked a little sheepish, “We will be heading home after the show. So don't worry about the red stone for this round.”

Fuzz's eyes scooted down around Violets neck, “Um did you lose it?” she asked.

“No, it's just not here anymore as we don't need our bodies to reform this time around.” She grinned, “You'll be the last gut we churn in, next time we come back will be somewhere else. Our flesh and blood bodies don't really fit in our ship, so it's better we just leave them on world.”

Viv nodded, “Think of them as a parting gift for time well spent together.” She smirked.

“Oh,” Fuzz knew their time together at the Hole was over but she had hoped they stick around. The two had proven to be a blast. “Will you to be returning to Pona any time soon?” She asked, feeling a little let down that her new friends were leaving so soon.

“Maybe,” Violet considered, “Have to see what in the cards for us.”

She wanted to ask more, but she really could not find the right worlds. “Well it was fun, and I do hope to see you again.”

“Oh don't be said” Violet's tongues slithered drawing the little cyber mare in a warm damp hug.

Viv closed in behind her, the light glow of her neon orange sap warm against Fuzz's fur. “Ya, I know we'll eat each other again.” She grinned, her lower jaw opened as she wove her deep greenish purple tongues around Fuzz body. “Maybe you can visit me next time, I live with someone now. They are a plant like me.”

“Bet they would taste good.” Fuzz chuckled softly wiping a single tear from her eye. “Maybe I'll take you up on that offer.”

A back unicorn in a black dress shirt with the logo of the club printed on its back poke his head into the dressing room, “Fifteen minutes to show time.”

“Thanks,” Fuzz called back, her feelings would need to wait. “Sorry girls,” she said, letting go of the embrace they were sharing. “Got to get this going.” She trotted down over to her station, the ring of lights around her small mirror. Simple clean up. She ran the derezzer over her body, its soft blue glow smoothly removing all the grime and dirt from her day. The smalls of the other ponies, the fat from around her sides. All of it feeding back into the grid. She placed the tool down, feeling a little queasy. It always felt terrible to remove fat from her body like that, but with the number of ponies she ate she'd eaten today was better then trying to overclock her metabolism any more than she already had.

“Looking fresh.” Vivienne chuckled, she looked slyly over at Fuzz, “Given its our last day here I was thinking of doing things a bit differently.”

Fuzz looked at her, “Oh.” her ears perked up, this would likely be good.

“Ya, I keep my aroma under raps for our dance, then all three of use can do the audience participation part together.”

“Ya, I think that would be a grand send off.” Viv flower had the effect of coxing even the most staid fast of ponies to fits of euphoria and voreish desires. Most nights there were only a few left for the last dance. She considered briefly if management might mind, but whatever, as long as everyone was horny and having a good time what did they care.

“Wish me luck.” Fuzz winked at as she heard the DJ introducing her.

“Now, please welcome our lovely resident cyborg, she is the sweet caramel that looks as good going in as she does coming out. Wireless Fuzz!”

She trotted out from the side stage back curtain, beaming at the large gathering of ponies that hoop and hollered as she round down the cat walked to her gleaming silver pole. The bright light swiveled down to illuminate her silky fur. “Mmmm, so many here tonight, all to see me? I am faltered. First set was just her dancing, a good warm up. The next would be the dance with Viv and Violet, it would normally end in them being shit, but tonight they were planning on sticking around to the third act. Third act was hit or miss, Fuzz would invite someone from the audience to come up on stage and play with her, they could chose to be pred or prey. Some really put all they had into it, but must just used in as an excuse to grope her while adding very little to the show. Still it was fun regardless to play around with so many different ponies.

She took the pole in her hands, swing around it, pulling herself up, leg spread. The music took hold. She was the dance. In the back of her mind she felt a little pang of doubt about it. How could she enjoy something so much yet it be so simplistic. She clasp the pole between her tights, hanging to let her mane trail to the floor. Her hand running up the side of her body. The beat of the synth rock pounding around her. She razed a hoof, the DJ taking the cue to lower the volume. “Mmmm” she stroked her stomach, to be in me or to have me within you. It would surely be a moon goddess dream.” She folded her body back up, taking the pole between her airs folded close to her chest. Her tail raised, her pert nether on full display, “Pick a hole, I am yours to enjoy. We will be like the color wheel of waste. All colors meeting in hues of browns and flecks of white.”

She slowly let her self spiral around the pole as she slunk down to the floor. The DJ turning up the music once more. Before she knew it she was on the last song, the music fading the light changing back to flat white, before dimming. She collected herself and moved back stage once more, sweet dripping from her brow, her flesh flush with the extortion of her routine.

“Alright, so same as normal but this time you shit us out whole?” Viv asked, her flower tensing with anticipation.

“Humm, do you mind if you both go down my vag? I haven't had a chance to feel you both inside me like that, and with this being our last show we might not get another chance.”

Viv blushed, the orange glow of the cheek intensifying. “I don't mind that, Violet what do you think.”

“Oh,” the big bat tatzl beamed, “Wombs are always wonderful. Maybe if we both go into your womb? Rather than having me go in inside Viv. I want to feel myself inside you, sorry Viv but I can slip into your womb really any time I want.”

“Sure, I don't mind that.” Fuzz's words followed up almost immediately by The DJ.

“You've seen her dance solo, but now for the real treat, form parts unknown we bring you two exotic beauties. Welcome back our little wifu as she explores these lovely creatures.

Fuzz grind, “let's make this a last night to remember.”

The the three of them stepped out from behind the curtain, strolling down to the pole. A stage pony was waiting to give Fuzz the camera beads so those watching could see what was happening inside her. She nodded a thank you to him and slipping one down her ass, the other up her cunt. She turned, wiggling her rump at the crowded, the image of her inside projected on screens that hung around the club. “I hope you like what you see as those lovelies will be inside there soon.”

The music ramped up, the tongues of the two mares taking hold. Fuzz was passed down Violets tail maw, pulled out by Viv, only to be eaten by her maw, the last part of the first song was Violet pulling her from Viv's tail maw flower. Her fur was matted, the club electric. Even with Viv keeping her aphrodisiac aroma under wrapped the patrons were still vanishing. Slurped, sucked and shoved down any whole that would have them. The rancid smell of a job well down slowly filling the air as they gave into their base urges and were laid to rest as heaping piles of post vore waste.

The music faded in and out, the next number passing my smoothly. It was a simple such and cum, the toying with each other until they cunts gushed sweet fluids from their soft flowery folds. The screens showing the tatzl tongues probing with Fuzz's insides, slithering and staking until the little mare could no longer take it. Her nose deep in Viv flower, taking full advantage hypnotic qualities of the the plant's scents. This was the orgasm she had been hoping for her meditation that morning.

There was an other song transition and they were on to the vore. Viv and violet both doing their part to slide smoothly up into Fuzz cunt, its folds still wet from her prior orgasm. Her stomach bulged, the screens showing the two mares playing inside. Fuzz gasped, doing her best to hold back her womb from churning them booth to cunt cream.

Deep breathing, focus, slowly working herself down, he eyes trying to keep away the from screens. Fuck she wished she had taken pill for safety. The image of the inside of her womb was projected on her outer flesh making her seem see through. The lewd acts of the two tatzl within her fleshly space on full display the remaining guests to see. As the music faded out, she raised a hoof signaling for the DJ's attention.

“Mmahf, ah.. There will be no digestion portion of these lovelies ladies.” Fuzz ran a hoof across her full belly. “Rather after the next song I will be selecting three volunteer preds from the room to finish us all off.” She smiled. “Two of you will end up in me, and the third gets to to enjoy me after I shit out the others.” She smiled. “The twist is my prey here will be selecting who gets to feel them in their bellies before I feel you in mine. The one don't pick will be my pred for the closing act of the show.” She could feel her womb wiggle with excitement as her worlds seeped through her flesh.

“Well you heard our little Wifu, better keep yourself from being gurgled as this might be your only chance to play with our two tatzls. What a way to end their run with us!” The club exploded with the sounds of hooves stamping the floor in applause.

The last song of the second act turned up. “Time for your to come out.” Fuzz whispered, pressing down her tummy as push, the two inside sliding out in a warm wet pool of slick cunt dressing.

“Mmm, thought you were going to cream us there.” Viv murmured her tone hot and heaver with pent up lust. “But this will be just as good.” Her head leaned in, lips locking with Fuzz, her four long tongue sliding down the mare's throat to massage the inside of her belly.

Violet rolled to her belly, nose nuzzling into Fuzz's cunt, “It must have taken some great restraint not to turn us to cunt slush,” her tongues diving into the little mare's soft tunnel. “There is no need to hold back now.”

Fuzz writhed as they played her. Her legs pawing at the air, a little drool leaking out the side of her maw. She held on for as long as she could, trying to make it as close to the end of the song before she popped. To bad she was no hope. Not more then thirty seconds in as her cunt was gushing. Her little body panting for air as she tried to get her bearings.

“I think we did her in,” Violet grinned. “Well, I guess we just have to play with each other well we wait for her to come back to ground.” Her tongues coiled around Viv's neck pulling her into a deep kiss.

It was a good thing those two could carry the show on simple sex along, their tails poking into each their pussy, a tongue snaking down the other ass, lips locked, tongues forming collars around each other necks. Soon the song was over, the two parted, sticky saliva and rich nectar stringing from their lips and cunts and they moved to either side of Fuzz.

“Fwww,” she slowly got her hooves looking around at the ponies gathered. Her fan group was still there, waiting intently to see if they were picked. There were a good fewer ponies left. “How of hooves who want to close out the night with me!”

The house lights came up, hooves shooting up around the room. This was always hard, part of her wanted to pick ponies she knew would give a good show, but also, picking new faces was just plan old more thrilling. Her eyes scooted around the room. Okay, there's one. Her eyes fell on a youngish looking female dragon lounging by the bar. Her clawed hand clasped around a greenish colored drink in a tall martini glass. The forest green and scales casting the light from the bar reflecting little shimmering rainbows long the bar.

“Mmmm,” her long forked tongue licked out across her lips as she downed her dink and strode confidently over the little stairs leading up to the raised stage. “Didn't think you pick me, but can't say I am disappointed .”

Fuzz could spell the warm oily musk drifting from the dragons scales. Just by the way she walk it was clear she was a keeper, this one would put on a lovely show no matter what role she played. Her eyes went back to the room, she was taking a little risk mixing up the act like this. The owners would be in their rights to at the very least scold her. It'd be alright if they did, she was enjoying showing off a little this was her stage and she was going to set the tempo tonight. Give Viv and Violet a good Neon City send off. There was the next one, a earth pony stallion his hoof raised, he looked a little older, heave set. His mane and tail cropped short, a soldier type by the way he was sitting. She was not as sure about him as she was the dragon, he looked like he might be all business once he got on stage. Too bad there were so few to choose from.

“Humf,” he snorted, getting to his hooves and making his way onto the stage, “I am going to have some fun with you.” He winked at Fuzz, “better hope those two don't pick me, I got a spot between my cheeks the just the right shape and size for a dancer such as yourself.”

She nodded, giving him a sly smile, her heart picking up a few beast. She was feeling the pressing a little, trying to put this last act together on the fly, she inhale, hoping it would all land. Her eyes flitted to the group of three friends, her fans, the earth pony mare of the group, Jess, purple fur and bacon mane would be a safe last pick. “Jess, come on up.” she pointed her hoof the the stunned mare. Her friends gave her a jealous look. Fuzz had only played with her once, but that was better than risking another random.

“Re... really?” she asked, her face in shock.

“Ya, come on up.”

“Yes, right, um sure thing.” she stumbled from her seat, quickly making her way on stage to join the others.

“Looks like you got your roster.” The sly playful voice the DJ sliding in as Jess to to the stage. “Mind if we get all your names?” he asked. “We want to know what to liable your remains when the dance has finished.

“Green Jade,” the dragon replied.

“Hornk Hammerfell.” came the stallion's answer.

“Jess” the little mare round out. Still quivering with excitement from being so close to her idol.

Fuzz turned to her to friends, “I've made my picks, now its time you made yours, what lovely ponies do you want to be dancing with for the last third of our show tonight.”

Vivienne slunk forward eyes each with a cat like attention. Her tongues crapped out, sliding across the flank cheeks of each of those gathered. “Mmm, Hornk you say. I feel like I am just right to enjoy what you were offering our little Fuzz.”

“Heh well, I'll give it to ya good, I always wanted to fuck a flower.”

“Guess that makes it my turn to choose.” Violet bonded up, “Jessssss! You and me, lets dance.” Her tail swayed, its tip catching the mare under the chin.

“Guess the mean I get to finish this show off.” Jade's eyes flicked with a fiery glint, “I hope you don't mind it hard Fuzz, I have been wanting to see you get shredded and now is my chance to do it with my own two claws.”

“Just as long as what your tear off ends up in as brown out out ass I don't mind.” She smiled, feeling a thrill fire through her. Hard stuff was not that common, kinda an edge topic, but that was the great thing about the third act, really anything went.

“You all set there Fuzz?” The DJ asked, “ready to give the last few of our guest a good send off?”

“You know it!” Fuzz to the center stage, “Third act time, lets see how our lucky volunteers do!”

The music started to fade in, Jade moved up beside Fuzz taking her muzzle in her claw. “I have been hoping for this for a long time. Her other claw slide to Fuzz's throat, “I know I was suppose to play nice and wait, but looks like your didn't really plan this out too well. So impulsive.” Her claw pressed into the soft flesh of the mare, a trickle of blood sweeping out the sharp talon. “I have a new plan,” her other claw slide down to Fuzz throat, “I am going to gorge myself on you well I wait for those other to finish with your friends, after their done they can join you in me.” A mischievous glint filled her eyes. Her claw tightening.

Oh shit, Fuzz really don't have any way to protest. The claw of the dragoness sunk into her flesh, her throat being laid open, her guts soon to follow. She was simple meat at that point. Her mind held in her body as as her flesh was ripped her her bones, chewed and swallowed. Her self was aware as the mere meat she had become was washed within stomach, melt and churned away, her remains collecting in the blows the dragon to be joined by the others. Their lifeless masses mixing, pressing melting into her. Well, it could have been worse. She would watch the tapes when she came too. Face the fire of management if things had gone poorly. But fuck it, it was worth it. She felt the mass she had become pushed from the warm bowels of the dragon popping to the deck. There she would stay, lifeless shit until the grid pulled her mind out.

It would be a good six hours or more until hour body was ready. She sighed, slowly letting her mind fall into a dream like state of simple blissful emptiness.

Much later she awoke, everyone had gone home, the club was dark, save for a few dim work lights. Guess it's time to get going, she tapped the side of her head, shit almost 6am. She smiled seeing the boxes of shit sitting on the stage, looks like Jade had mixed into one big mound. Then, the cleans had split up for separate sale. She would have to see how much they were going for. Maybe she'd finish off her coffee table. She checked out, the security system scanning her ID in her hoof. Back to her bike, then back to her home. She stepped over the cube of shit on her doorstep, tossed the keys on the sofa and flopped down into the tub. Seven hours in grid limbo and she felt like she had been up all day. To bad the grid couldn'tt reform her as if she had slept. The cube could wait till morning.

She turned shower on letting the warm water flow over her face. A good half hour later she was dry, and back on the sofa. Looks like Cairbre had called, the zebra griffon likely wanted to set something up with her, and so had Kalmoor. She check her voice mail, he'd gotten the money, turns out the guy caved as soon as he had shown up. She'd have to drop by and thank him in the morning, well maybe afternoon. She clicked her phone off, pulled down her bed and snuggled into the warm blankets. Tomorrow was Saturday, Tree would be coming by to for their weekend gathering. What a day it had been. Still, not really to out of the orderly for a cyborg stripper living in the Neon City.

